FEVER,   FAMINE, AND GOLD
in which to find this pass or be forced to give up
the whole project after nearly a year in the field.
Time after time we scaled the surrounding peaks
to try and catch those few moments of clarity
which, in this atmosphere, when they do occur,
come just after dawn.
It was a world of infinite solitude, doubly awe-
inspiring from the fact that, lost in the constant
mist but a few feet away, the mountains dropped
into an abyss from the terrifying pinnacle on which
we stood. Nothing but mist enveloped us. Bank
after bank of heavy, rolling clouds clung to us as it-
determined to obstruct all our attempts. We could
see nothing. We could learn nothing.
The time for a decisive step rapidly approached.
I could not expect to hold the men longer.
That night 1 lay awake in my sleeping-bag won-
dering what the morning would bring. We had
travelled miles and miles in face of constant set-
backs, and such a short distance remained to com-
plete the last link in the chain to the frontier. Was
ours just to be one more name to add to that lengthy
list of failures?
After so long, defeat seemed impossible to accept